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Before the much-desired conveyance became due, the
Islamic carried me away in the direction of Port Sudan.

Unlike Suakin, this is a brand-new place, founded
since England captured the Mahdi's country. Although
the wharves are up-to-date, the town well-built and
clean and general trade growing, I almost preferred the
more venerable and disreputable city, which better
suited the tastes of a roamer like myself. Port Sudan's
solitary attraction is the particularly clear and blue
sea-water.

For the benefit of pilgrims the nose of the ship no
longer pointed north, but east. We steered towards
Jeddah.

I sat downstairs when the anchor-chains suddenly
rumbled and an engineer said: " Well, Mr. Churchward,
here you are almost at your destination/'

On the Indian deck there started a great packing of
pots, portable stoves, babies and sacks of rice. Ere I
went into my cabin to get my own traps ready, I took
a glance at Jeddah. To my surprise I hardly saw it.
A long, glary coastline faintly showed tall, white, flat-
topped houses through a shivering* heat-haze. The
steamer was moored several miles out to sea and this
distance, combined with the mirage, made my earliest
impression of Sacred Arabia literally vague,

The first visitors from such a town naturally drew
the attention of everybody on the ship. A boat appeared
on the waters and came towards us. It carried a deputa-
tion of Turks, handsome, dignified fellows with big dark
moustaches and fair skins. In the characteristic manner